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cook, who shepherded me into the garden and said :
"Be good, Sean, and you'll have a lovely ride
in a nice cab."
Moira was what Seamus, the gardener, called a
'real flahool woman,' kindly and with a bosom so
big that I often wondered if it contained con-
sealed scaffolding.
There were many people coming with us to
Mount Jerome. All my aunts were there with
long black gloves and dark plumy hats with
intricate veils. They reminded me of jackdaws.
Except for Aunt Pegecn, who always gave me a
birthday present and five shillings every Shrove
Tuesday, I disliked my aunts. They were un-
interesting women who used condescendingly to
pinch my cheeks and make remarks about my pale
face.
After watching the missel-thrust for ten minutes
I saw Piper, the cat, coming across the lawn with
Seamus who was carrying a bunch of white lilies.
"D'ye hear that?" said Seamus stopping to
listen. uThey do be sayin' poor Dublin's being
blew up by them Sherwood Forestiers."
I became very excited when I heard the sound
of the guns booming from the city seven miles
away.
"Seamus, will we see the Sinn Fciners at the
Post Office?" I inquired breathlessly as Piper
purred against my legs.
"You will not now. You'll be goin5 safe by the
Donnybrook Road. You'll be takin' these for
herself."